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EPIGRAM 

Of  water  comes  the  wine  desiring  will 
That  searches  through  the  mazes  of  the  flesh 
To  find  the  word  to  name  the  source  of  light 
That  ripens  in  the  darkness  of  its  fear. 

But  wine  has  stained  and  bread  unmanned  the  sun. 

O.  B.  HARDISON 


OCTOBER 

All  the  long  October  day 
Extending  through  the  shadowy  wood 
Long,  golden  light  in  slanting  beams 
Burns  at  the  flowering  shadows  there. 

The  dappled,  inarticulate  shade 
Waits  at  the  base  of  leaf  and  stem 
(Whose  green  is  dappled  by  the  shade) 
Afraid  of  motion  in  the  light. 

And  through  the  cold  October  night 
The  frozen  stars  like  silver  eyes 
(Nine  turning  spheres  above  the  world) 
Will  watch  our  Rres  go  flickering  out 

(So  little  love  survives  the  dark; 

So  many  shadows  haunt  our  eyes) 

Until  the  chill  and  boreal  blast 

Has  stripped  the  locks  from  all  the  wood. 


O.  B.  HARDISON 


DEATH  BY  VIOLENCE 


She  should  have  died  of  a  lingering  illness 
As  unhurried  as  her  Footsteps  had  always  been 
In  her  neatly  cluttered,  August-hot  rooms,- 
Not  in  a  crash  of  cars  at  a  corner, 

Legs  and  arms  leaping  from  stockings  and  sleeves. 
Space-burned  flesh  skating  across  pebbled  pavement, 
Frugal  purse  snatched  open  by  wind 
And  careful  pennies  scattered  for  curious  children 
To  gather  as  souvenirs  of  disaster. 

She  screamed,  she  who  had  never  screamed 
Or  wept  before,  whose  deepest  emotion 
Had  been  a  quiet  pride  in  her  homemade  apple  jelly. 
Now  at  last  she  knew  passion,  and  her  terror 
Spilled  bright  in  the  street,  quivering 
In  crimson  pools  at  the  feet  of  strangers. 


J.  JEAN  SMITH 


THE  DAY  THE  OCEAN  FELL 


We  thought  that  day  the  ocean  fell 
And  the  sky  blew  up  and  ocean  and  sky 
Were  so  confused  you  couldn’t  tell 
East  from  West,  up  from  down  ~ 

We  thought  for  sure  some  clown 
Had  set  the  bomb  off,  causing  the  blood 
And  splintered  children.  We  thought  that  he 
Had  ended  things  for  good. 

But  after  that  first  withering  light 
Had  passed,  the  roaring  stopped,  and  quiet 
Settled  the  wreckage,  we,  narrowing 
Scorched  eyeballs,  saw  wings  folded  from  flight 
And  heard  the  great  voice  giving  fiat 
For  Hell’s  final  Harrowing. 


WILLIAM  E.  TAVLOR 


APOLOGETICUS 


We  need  not  argue  We  know  we  are  not  great. 
Our  thoughts  are  notes  on  the  margins  of  mouldy  books. 
We  choose  to  eat  the  stews  the  devil  cooks 
and  a  white  rat 

leads  us  through  the  maze  we  have  made  too  well. 
Our  only  shrine  that  fails  to  plainly  squat 
stands  high  above  the  pilgrim  trampled  spot 
where  Lucifer  fell. 

We  are  the  panicked  fox  ahead  of  the  hound. 

We  are  the  howling  hound  behind  the  fox. 

We  are  the  golden  key  to  a  bottomless  box; 
the  seed  on  the  ground. 

But  we  can  add,  and  spell,  and  we  can  read, 
and  we  can  cipher  ar>d  compute  the  stars, 
and  still  outlive  the  Greeks  by  thirty  years. 

Fruit  of  all  seed, 

we  are  the  fastest  fast,  the  highest  high  ! 

We  are  not  great,  but  what  is  greatness  now  ? 

There  is  not  time  for  those  who  must  know  how 
to  wonder  why. 


MILLER  WILLIAMS 


LOSS 


We  called  kim  there  at  the  edse  ol  the  woods, 

And  waited  to  hear  his  reply, 

While  sad  dogs  bayed  at  the  glittering  Moon 
In  the  cloud-swept,  starry  sky. 

No  answer  came  from  the  forest  of  time. 

No  word  from  the  tree-clustered  land; 

And  silence  hung  over  us  like  a  cloud. 

Like  a  heavy,  smothering  hand. 

WADE  WELLMAN 


PENELOPE  TO  ODYSSEUS 

Dear  Odysseus,  gone  so  long. 

While  sweet  suitors  did  you  wrong- 
Carved  your  sheep  with  golden  knife 
Kissed  the  maids  and  hugged  your  wife. 

Dear  Odysseus,  while  you  roamed 
Song  and  laughter  filled  our  home; 

At  both  ends  my  candle  burned- 
Why  on  earth  have  you  returned  ? 

DIANNE  DIXON 
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LINCOLN 


When  they  struck  him  down,  cut  him  down, 

The  sound  of  his  fdllins  awoke  the  earth. 

And  when  he  fell,  his  gathered  greatness 
Poured  out  and  swept  before. 

Flooding  the  land. 

When  they  laid  him  out,  stretched  him  out, 

The  quiet  of  his  dying  silenced  the  earth. 

And  the  silence 
Waited, 

And  the  stillness 
Watched, 

While  blood  drained  and  Resh  waxed  and 

brain  frorze. 


But  beneath  this  creeping  cold  - 
Listen  to  the  beating. 

Feel  the  warmth. 


PAUL  ADAMIAN 
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PICTURE-TAKING:  FLORIDA  COAST 

Here  in  the  tropic  shine,  with  sensual  faces, 
the  tourists  unsnap  expensive  cases; 
they  tilt  their  cameras  before  all  sorts 
of  burdened  sroves  and  fabled  forts 
too  old  for  pain.  Here,  a  Brahma  bull 
is  chewing  its  cud;  there,  among  sea  shells, 
obliging  as  Hollywood  queens, 
the  gulls  are  posed  against  the  pier. 

(Picturesque  boats  may  soon  appear.) 

Meanwhile,  the  gulls,  the  saccharine  foam 
are  caught  and  held  in  kodachrome, 
while  sun-burrt  sirens  read  magazines. 

Such  innocence  framed  by  Polaroid 
will  fill  some  northern  winter's  void- 
because  all  is  not  caught.  Above  the  rotting  pier, 
over  the  acres  of  greasy  flesh,  the  sinister 
broods.  Beyond  the  shaling  fort,  menacing  all's 
the  unseen  visage  that  appalls: 
what  lurks  behind  this  tropic  air 
no  lens  will  take,  no  albums  bear. 

GUV  OWEN 
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CRACKER  BARREL  HOUR 


Philosophy  and  beer 
Are  sipped  with  gusto, 
Pretzels  consumed 
As  fuel  for  thought. 
Ruminating  men 
Chew  cuds  of  words 
Spitting  out  busies, 
Digesting  their  mmdt. 


MYRA  HUNTER 


MUD 

Mud  pies 

shaped  by  gritty  hands 
Mud  bricks 
tooled  by  iron  Rsts. 

A  muddy  hole 
his  battle  home. 

In  mud 

his  cold  frame  dropped. 

Why? 

Because . . . 

He  scooped  Him  up  a  Ritful  of . .  . 

Mud. 

WALT  HUNT 
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SCIENCE  FICTION 


We  must  remember  somehow  to  come  back, 
swooped  at  by  pterodactyls  out  of  time, 
pursued  by  citizens  with  tentacles 
and  planetary  reasons.  Mile  or  clock, 
mad  fern  or  rocket,  meteors  or  slime  — 
pale  archways  of  the  dear  impossibles ! 

Doting  on  space, 

we  who  were  lonely  here  or  hated 

peer  starward  rnto  peace 

from  lands  (O  long,  o  long  committed  !) 

dazzling  with  daisies,  autumned  with  swaying  fires, 

but  terribly  not  ours,  never  ours. 

Doting  on  time, 

here-sick,  we  seek  down  halls 

to  minuet-time,  sword-time,  dark-time,  days 

sunk  in  sarcophagi.  We  gaze 

from  fragile  caravels 

at  spice  isles  misty  in  a  tinseled  rhyme. 

And  yet  not  even  the  cleft 

we  stare  through  into  history, 

not  even  the  tall  and  beckoning  stranger, 

imperial  in  his  curious  craft, 

can  win  us  quite  away. 

We  linger 

and  all  because  of  love,  because  we  have 
the  small  sad  faces  that  we  cannot  leave. 

JAMES  E.  WARREN,  JR. 
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THE  GYMNAST 

Shimmering  ds  4  leaping  silver  fish 
Clothed  with  amazing  grace,  we  see 

The  gymnast  shape  an  iron  cross; 

And  tremble  on  the  Awesome  Tree. 

GRAVCE  WATERSON 

OPENING  NIGHT 

A  smear  of  greasepaint,  a  cigarette 
on  a  wide,  white  ashtray; 

stale  smoke  hanging  in  a  haze 
on  the  tense  atmosphere; 

A  half'finished  coke  alone  in  the  crowd 
of  whispering, 

SiSslinS/ 

groaning 

face-masks. 

Horn-rims  astride  a  white-sandaled  costume; 

Quince,  clutching  a  fatigued  fountain-pen. 

Those  thumping  feet  above  echo  in  one's  heart 
and  pound  harder,  amplified: 

Then  those  last,  reluctant  steps . . . 
and  the  lights  scare  the  real  world  away. 

DAN  VAUGHEN 
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WAIT 


If  you  watch  the  cold  field  now 

yoHj  see  lights  debating  the  mist 

and  you  can  hear  the  quieting  of  voices 

your  watch  is  set 

and  the  hand  remarks  on  hours 

and  your  feet  shiver 

your  hands  are  cold 

and  your  throat  feels  funny 

synchronize  your  watches 

it  is  now  0545 

all  set  now  keep  down 

behind  the  dunes 

at  0555  all  goggles  must  be  on 

crouch  behind  the  waiting  sand 

and  face  due  west. 

at  0600 

we  are  going  to  show  you  God. 

ARTHUR  M.  HALE 
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THOUGHTS  WHILE  RIDING  ON  A  BUS 


Bodies  pressed  close;  they  sweat  and  stare 
At  emptiness  with  vacant  eyes. 

Behind  the  masics;  is  something  there  ? 

SANDRA  POREP 


JUSTICE 

I  saw  a  man  condemned. 

From  a  front  row  I  watched 
The  tragedy  in  one  act, 

Without  props,  the  obligatory  scene 
Directed  by  the  judge. 

The  actor  downstage 
His  back  to  the  audience. 

Only  clinched  his  fists  behind  his  back 
When  the  curtain  line  was  said. 

The  crowd  went  out.  They  understood 
It  was  too  late  for  Brotherhood. 

ELLA  DE  BERARD 
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THE  MIND  AS  KODACHROME 


If  to  a  flaccid  winter’s  grayins  recollection 

One  trophies  back  from  gaudy  places’  sun-filigreed  sands 

Frozen  moments  to  remind  him  he  was  there, 

He  was  not  there. 

If  to  feckless  summer’s  scorching  introspection 
One  treasures  back  from  gallant  places’ 

wind-intaglioed  sands 
Captive  visions  to  efface  h>s  being  here, 

He  is  not  back. 

But  if  to  the  present's  shifting  landscape 
One  transports  from  subsumed  elsewhere’s 

tide-kaleidoscoped  sands 
Fragments  for  superimposed  experience. 

He  was  there 
And  is  back. 


WARREN  G.  FRENCH 


THE  LIBRARY 


Among  these  books  and  the  silence 
Of  the  room  of  students,  their 
Heads  bowed  in  reverent  study, 

You  sit  in  front  of  me,  your  hair 
Pulled  back  with  ease,  no  pretense 

In  its  flow,  in  affluence. 

Along  your  neck  in  a  casual  flair 

Of  line  and  still  motion.  You  hear  my  steady 

Eyes,  waiting  for  the  glance,  sudden  and  unaware. 

If  it  shall  be  at  all.  I  sense 

Your  fear,  your  hurried  forbearance. 

Yet  if  you  were  to  hold  my  stare 

With  your  eyes,  and  with  them  study 

My  eyes,  you  would  read  there 

None  of  the  intention  that  you  fear  to  sense. 

For  in  them  you  would  see  the  obedience 
To  a  love  that  your  eyes  speak  with  care; 

(Though  the  breath  falters,  the  heart  is  steady.) 

And  when  we  leave  here,-  enter  the  night  air. 

There  shall  be  loves  of  a  newer  eloquence. 

MALCOLM  S.  GLASS 
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SONG  FOR  A  LITTLE  GIRL 

Race  across  the  greening  hills 
Breathless  two-year-old, 

Scoop  the  startled  dandelions 
While  the  world  is  gold. 

Scoop  the  startled  dandelions 
While  they  still  are  fair  — 

Soon  they’ll  be  old  ladies 
With  grey  and  fuzzy  hair. 

LESLIE  MELLICHAMP 


UNMASKED 

Down  to  the  demagogue  town 
we  went,  holding  surprises 
in  our  hands,  hands  innocent 
as  children  and  hawked 
at  the  old  men  weaving 
licentious  dreams  about  the 
figures  of  the  schoolgirls  passing. 
Looking,  we  soon  threw  the 
surprises  into  the  gutter, 
what  good  are  they,  watching 
an  old  ntan  with  octopus  eyes, 
the  red  threads  writhing 
end  quarreling  with  each  other. 


DIANA  GILL 


ALL  IN  THE  INTEREST  OF  SCIENCE 
OF  COURSE 


I  say, 

♦  Jump,  flea.* 

He  jumps, 

so  I  pull  off  two  legs 
and  say 

♦  Jump,  flea.* 

And  he  jumps, 
so  I  pull  off  two  more  legs 
and  say  again 

♦  Jump,  Rea.* 

And  he  jumps  again 
so  I  pull  off  all  his  legs 
and  say 

♦  Jump,  flea.* 

But  he  does  not 
jump 

anymore. 

I  reason, 

♦A  flea  with  no  legs 
can  not 

hear  .  .  .* 


HAL  CAUTHEN 


WINTER 


The  sky  is  dirty  snow, 

And  birds,  shivering,  hold  themselves  small. 

In  black  appeal,  the  naked  trees  cry, 

And  wind  sweeps  over  the  moulding  earth. 

Afraid  to  die  alone,  the  whole  world 
Waits  for  spring. 

SHARON  SANDERS 


CRESSIDA  AT  85 

I  know  that  yours  was  once  a  magic  face 

Whose  picture  would  a  thousand  ice-keen  joys  produce, 

And  shake  my  body  to  a  rippling  pace 

Which  neither  reason  nor  religion  could  reduce. 

Transparent  shadows  and  the  night  bird  song  seduced 

A  sweating  body  unaware  of  foolish  shame. 

Tell  me;  lover,  what  was  your  name  ? 


SHARON  SANDERS 


NEVER  YOUR  OWN 


Poets,  you  may 

Sing  of  love,  if  you  wfsh. 

The  public  thrives  on  slush  and  sweetness. 

But  stop 

When  you  fall  for  what  you  write. 

You  never  do  your  own  love  justice. 
Sentimental  tripe 

Flows  freely  from  your  keyboard. 

Save  your  own 

Love;  keep  it  sacred,  hidden  from  the 
nosey  mob. 

But  tell  her,  speak  the  old  three-word  cliche*, 

•  I  love  you.» 

(No  better  line  has  yet  been  written.) 

HELEN  LINDA  MEGEE 


REFLECTIONS  OF  A  COED 


the  world  goes  around 
on  its  axis 
i  don’t 

i  sit  and  stagnate 
among  dry  books 
sputnik  swims  through  space 
so  what 

i  swim  through  a  sea 
oF  stale  thoughts 
and  boredom 

the  sun  is  1 44  million  light  years  away 

and  it’s  that  long  since  i’ve  Felt 

a  lover’s  arms 

sublimation 

is  a  shoddy  substitute 

For  joy 

in  this  atomic  age 


ANNETTE  MILLER 
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